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RICHARD'S TOWER: * 



AN IDYLL OF NOTTINGHAM CASTLE. 




\ICHARD THE THIRD completed the noble 
range of buildings commenced by Edward IV., 
when enlarging and beautifying Nottingham Castle, 
the principal tower of which has from that circumstance 

borne the name of "Richard's Tower" Here he 

« 

received the unwelcome intelligence of the Earl of 
Richmond's arrival in England to claim the crown ; 
and it was through the portals of the Castle, in the 
year 1485, that he marched to the fatal field of 
Bosworth. 

Hutton says, "Richard was fond of Nottingham 
Castle, often resided there, and had erected a turret 
on the eminence and called it the Castle of Care." 
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RICHARD'S TOWER. 
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|AR down the valley of the Trent, a haze 

Of purple mist hung, when the sinking sun 

Drooped his broad shield, all tinctured with the blaze 

Of gules ; like one who after victory won, 

Vested in glory lays his armour down, 

And seeks repose beneath the welcome shade 

By glooming woods and silent mountains, thrown 

Across the stream and fairy-haunted glade. 

. Low in the Sputh the river faintly glowed, 

In the last rays of the departing light ; 

Whilst all the land beneath it calmly bowed, 

As quietly came down the shadowy night. 

Silently, after twilight, darkness crept 
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Over the lonely fields, o'er gate and street 
And roofs of the old town that nestling slept 
In safety and in shadow, at the feet 
Of the scarped rock that grey and castle-crowned 
Stood like a sturdy sentinel on guard, 
Who spied the coming foe and grimly frowned, 
And o'er his charge kept ever careful ward. 
Here had the Norman built embattled towers, 
Bastions and loop-holed walls that seemed a part 
Of the rude rock, wide halls and ladies' bowers, 
And the broad court for jousts and knightly art 
Here came the lion-hearted king, and here 
Long tarried he who the Great Charter signed. 
Here sighed the prisoner from year to year, 
Where dreary vaults down from the daylight wind. 
Twas here the " gentle Mortimer" was torn 
From Isabel, the queen he loved too well ; 
At night, almost a king — before the morn 
A hopeless captive in a narrow cell. 

A tall tower, watching o'er the wide-spread plain, 
And seen from Cham wood hills and Belvoir heights, 
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The crafty Glo'ster built, and here again 

He longed for daylight after sleepless nights. 

"Castle of Care" he named it, and a cloud 

Of guilty memories ever o'er it loomed, 

Dark as the birth-place of the thunder loud 

That threatening hangs above a city doomed. 

Along the walls, with slow and steady tread, 

The man-at-arms, through the calm summer night, 

Paces and trolls a song ; high overhead 

From Richard's Tower a pale and fitful light 

Gleams through its narrow windows, shadows deep 

Rest 'neath each jutting stone, and, far below, 

The mist droops o'er the Leen in quiet sleep, 

As its clear waters past the grey rock flow. 

Silence hangs over all, that deeper seems 

When broken for a moment by the sounds 

That float up from the town, the murmuring streams, 

Or footfall of the watchman on his rounds. 

Who watches through the night in that high tower? 

Who vainly courts the uncalled sleep that falls 

O'er all the land, and closes up the flower, 

And levels churls in cots with kings in halls ? 
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Restless upon his couch he frequent turns, 
Then rises and impatient paces o'er 
His gloomy chamber, where the dull lamp bums 
And flickering shadows fall athwart the floor. 

" The darkness falling o'er the lonely fields, 
Comes not to me to cool with dew-steeped wing 
My burning eyelids, night no respite yields 
To the stern cares that ever haunt a king, 
But sheds a deepening gloom into my heart. 
Tyrrel hath done his work ; why should I fear ? 
I fear not man, but still I shuddering start 
At things invisible, and dread to hear 
The sad wind round the tower, it seems to wail 
Like terror-stricken children in the night, 
Who dream of murderers and wake all pale 
To see their cruel eyes in the dim light. 
The wine I taste not, spilt upon the floor 
Seems gouts of blood, the shadows on the wall 
Take weird forms that through th' unopened door 
Glide spectre-like, gaunt, menacing and tall ; 
Whilst through the vaulted chambers of the tower, 
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Deep moans, and heart-drawn sighs and shrieks of pain 

Break through the stillness of the midnight hour, 

As curses from the graves of kinsmen slain. 

What do I fear ? The dark earth hides them all ; 

Quiet they sleep in their unhonoured graves, 

They answer not to the war-trumpet's call — 

Away, dim terrors, fear haunts only slaves. 

I will go forth into the still night air, 

And take the calmness of the watching stars 

Into my soul ; how steady and how fair 

Their cool light falls upon the loop-hole bars." 

Up to the tower's roof a narrow stair, 

Built in an angle of the solid wall, 

Winds with well-trodden steps, and slowly there 

The king ascends. How dark and steep the fall 

From that still height down to the mist-hid streams. 

As from the battlement he gazes down, 

Why shudders he, and starts as one who dreams 

That from some giddy height he's sudden thrown ? 

The breeze has died away, the stars that shone 
Erewhile so clear are curtained with a cloud 
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That gathers darkly to the South, and gone 

The whispers of the night, that softly flowed 

Over the land and lightened the sad weight 

Of lonely silence, that like a dark pall 

Hangs over nature's couch throughout the night, 

While the cold dews as tears upon it fall. 

His hand upon his brow, the restless king 

Leans on the parapet, and dimly sees 

The white mist o'er the damp swathed meadows fling 

Its cold shroud, half-way up the full-leaved trees 

That stand like islets in a waveless lake, 

Upon whose lonely shore and sunless strand 

No sparkling ripples ever lapping break, 

Or wear their shallow furrows in the sand. 

A sudden gust of cool air, eddying round, 

Ruffles the flowers that in the crannied wall 

Have made their home, then sweeps along the ground, 

Whirling the dust and bending grasses tall. 

Cleft by a sword of fire, the sullen cloud 

That gathered in the South, a moment blazed 

With the fierce light that heralds thunder loud, 

And breaks the slumber of a world amazed. 
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Old Trent gleamed like a band of molten steel, 
And Clifton's ruddy scarp seemed all on fire, 
The far-off Charnwood hills their brows reveal, 
That in the quivering sun-lit haze retire. 
Black darkness follows, and beyond the hills 
A deep-voiced murmer grows and beats the c.ir, 
Cloudy answers cloud, their shout the valley fills, 
And throbs around the tower, nor lingers there 
But dies in in the deep hollows of the rock, 
The cavern homes of a forgotten race 
Whom history names not, a time-hidden stock 
Whose lives have left behind no other trace. 
Now the broad lightnings flash in gleaming sheets 
And open wide the portals of the sky, 
Wherein a cloud-formed army hurtling meets 
The shock of phantom foes that float on high ; 
But ever in the glare the wan king sees 
A shadowy hand that beckons to the hills, 
And a strange voice comes on the loaded breeze 
That his vexed soul with sudden terror fills. 

" Richard, beware ! Richmond is come, false friends 
And bitter foes are leagued against thy power ; 
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Above thy head a vengeful sword depends ; 

Deepest his fall who stands on loftiest tower" 
Ambitious, cruel, subtle, but yet brave, 
The blood that for a moment to his heart 
Backward had fled, rushed like a seething wave 
And flushed his cheek, then with a sudden start 
" Coward," he cried, "these are unhealthy dreams, 
The fruit of long unrest ; the wearied brain 
Forgets the truth and with wild fancies teems ; 
The yew-bow overdrawn, breaks 'neath the strain. 
Richmond comes not ; I have so firm a hold 
Upon this realm, I fear not faithless friends, 
Nor open foes ; 'tis the strong mind can mould 
False friends and foes to work for its own ends." 
With the fixed gaze of one whose inner thought 
Is buried deep in the forthcoming hour, 
And of the passing moment takes no note 
Tarried the brooding king upon the tower ; 
And heeded not the frequent, lurid glare, 
The rolling clamour, nor the rain that fell 
In splashing drops, at first one here, one there, 
Skirmishers of th' advancing floods that swell 
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The over-laden clouds — 

A blinding flash 
That lit the darkest fissures of the rock, 
A short, sharp, deafening peal, and with a crash 
The storm of hail follows the thunder's shock. 

The morning sunlight breaks o'er Colwick hill, 

Red through the mist that rolls across the fields 

And veils the swollen river, deep and still, 

To which each clay-stained brook its tribute yields. 

A placid silence broken by the song 

Of soaring lark, hangs over Heath-bethe bridge, 

That many-arched, with buttress broad and strong, 

Stretches across the Trent its grey stone ridge. 

Deep niches in its breast-high coping rest 

Upon each solid pier and give retreat 

For plodding wayfarers, when rudely prest, 

By cattle droves or troops with mail-shod feet. 

For narrow is the road and little cared 

The armed horsemen riding through the land 

For tramping churls, or how the lowly fared ; 

The strong men pass, the weak aside must stand. 
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The smoke above the trees in soft blue curls 

Tells of the wood fires lit upon the hearth 

Of village homes, and mingles as it whirls 

With scent of wild flowers rising from the swarthe. 

As mounts the sun the river brighter glows, 

The shadows shorten, and the lifting haze 

Melts in the air, whilst on the swift stream flows, 

Laughing and glancing 'neath the cheering rays. 

At the bridge foot upon the Northern shore 

St. Mary's Chapel stands, there humble prayer 

In a low chant swells from the open door, 

And softly floats upon the morning air, 

Up with the song of birds to the bright sky, 

And dies in the far height ; whispers of trees, 

A wild bee's hum, the river rippling by, 

The only sounds that tremble on the breeze. 

The baying of a dog, whose watchful ear 

Has caught some distant sound, the silence breaks ; 

Quick rising from his lair the startled deer, 

The heavy rain-drops from the deep fern shakes; 

But needless seems th' alarm, the baying dies 

Far off beyond the hills, no more in fear 
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The stag trips to the woods ; from the still skies 

Falls the lark's liquid song, thrilling and clear, 

And peace broods over river, hill and plain. 

But hark ! the beat of hoofs upon the ground, 

Comes with the Southern breeze, faints, swells again, 

Rapid, distinct, with ever-growing sound. 

A horseman, lightly armed bat mounted well, 

By the wood side comes speeding down the road. 

White rose and sun the badge he wears, they tell 

Of the king's service, one fraught with a load 

Of gravest news. The horse with rapid strides, 

Blood on his flanks, the white foam on his chest, 

Bounds o'er the bridge with quickly panting sides, 

Urged by his rider without check or rest 

From heel of horse to head of horseman splashed 

The rain-fed pools, while from the flinty road 

Fire flew, as to Leen Bridge he eager dashed ; 

The shallow stream by last night's storm made broad. 

And now, with slackened speed, he mounts the steep 

And rugged road up to the castle's gate. 

The guard has roused the warder from the sleep 

That wrapped around him after watching late. 
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Slowly uprises the portcullis, wide 

The gates are thrown, and 'neath the sounding arch, 

Where men at arms are ranged on either side, 

Passes the rider ; on before him march 

Guards to the inner ward, across the bridge 

Of fair-carved stone that spans the deep-trenched moats, 

There halt nor further mount the towered ridge, 

Where Richard's banner in the bright air floats. 

" Richmond in Wales has landed, there he found 
More help than hindrance, and with gathered strength 
To Shrewsbury pushed on, where quickly round 
His banner, from the wide-spread breadth and length 
Of the fair country crowding succours came ; 
The mounted squires and varlets base who tramped 
From town to town all welcome shout his name, 
And Richmond now at Lichfield lies encamped" 

So read the king the hasty message brought 

By the swift horseman. They who watched him saw 

No gesture that betrayed his inner thought, 

While to his chamber his slow steps withdraw. 
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" Richmond is come"; so said the threatening voice 
Above the thunder, in the lightning's gleam. 
" I hate, but fear him not, and now rejoice 
That 'twas no fancy, no unhealthy dream. 
Let me within a sword's length of him stand, 
And one thrust home from gleaming point to hilt, 
Shall give him title to a strip of land, 
Narrow, but deeper than his hopes are built ; 
So much he shall possess of English soil, 
With my most hearty welcome ; a short shrift 
Upon the field will end his earthly toil, 
And a priest's prayer his soul to heaven may lift 
Richmond removed, no more this noble realm 
Shall writhe 'neath civil strife, but proud and strong, 
Like a brave ship with firm hands at the helm, 
O'er troubled seas shall lightly glide along. 
Swift action now take place of council slow ; 
Howard and Surrey must bring up their force, 
Northumberland must aid to strike the blow, 
With clustered spears and heavy charge of horse. 
Richmond will Southward turn, e'en as the flower 
To the noon sun, so will his rising hopes 



iv (Richard's Tower. 

Turn towards London, there to grasp at power 
Ere his successful fortune downward slopes; 
But like the mower, 'twist him and the son 
I will a shadow cast, while with swift stroke 
The scythe lays low the weeds that would o'er run 
Our English garden and its roses choke." 

Uncertainty, a cloud of coming ill, 
All undefined, may vex the bravest heart; 
Shadows and darkness the worn mind may fill, 
And evil phantoms from the gloom may start ; 
But let the danger stand forth in the day, 
Giant-like, armed from heel to threatening crest, 
Then, girding on his armour for the fray, 
The brave man's heart beats calmly in his breast 
With steady eye he scans the danger o'er, 
Measures its strength, sees where it threatens most, 
Where the dark cloud its fiercest hail may pour, 
And on what vantage ground his force to post 
Then wavering thought gives way to action strong, 
Phantoms melt in the air, e'en conscience shrinks 
Behind its throne, silent, but not for long, 
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And fate's stern chain slackens its iron links. 
So calmly came the king his chamber forth, 
Quick his commands and messengers were sent 
On fleetest steeds. East, West, and South and North, 
Through Sherwood's glades and down the vale of Trent, 
To rouse the loyal, gain the waverers o'er. 
Summon the barons, knights and trusty squires, 
From Severn's banks afar to Humbert shore, 
In cities, villages, and wide-spread shires. 

All through that summer morn the castle rang 
With armourer's hammers, and the pulse of life 
Beat quickly in the soldiers' hearts, a clang 
Of arms, an eager thirsting for the strife, 
Impatient questionings about the march, 
When they should take the field and with what power, 
Filled every court, swept 'neath each gloomy arch; 
Whilst baseless rumours swelled from hour to hour, 
And burst like bubbles rising to the top 
Of a still pool that long has stagnant stood, 
Or vanished like the dewy diamond drop, 
Upon a cobweb 'neath the sunlight flood. 



18 Richard's Tower. 



*«. 



And when night fell more watchful paced the guard % 
On frowning bastion, or by turret grey, 
Where the stone bridge led to the inner ward, 
Or gateway deep where darkest shadows lay ; 
Whilst steady beamed the light from Richard's Tower, 
With lengthened rays through deep-sunk window drawn, 
Through the short summer night from hour to hour, 
Till the stars paled before the coming dawn. 

Fain would the king have marched when that bright 

morn 
Blushed in the East and kissed with ruddy lip * 
The mist-wreathed Trent, and tinged the dew-drops 

borne 
On every grassy blade and leaflet's tip. 
But 'tis the dawning of a holy day, 
A solemn festival and set apart, 
Th' Assumption of our Ladye, and none may 
With safety from the Church's rites depart. 
So warriors with red hands and swelling hearts, 
Bursting with vows of vengeance and of blood, 
Knelt before altars where the sunlight darts 
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Through glowing windows in a purple flood. 
The song of praise, the lowly murmured prayer, 
Borne upwards with the curling incense cloud, 
Rolled through the arched roofs of three chapels fair 
Within the castle, round its turrets proud. 

But chiefly in St. Mary's Chapel, there 
The king bent lowly, seeking Heaven's aid 
With feigned humility, the Church's prayer, 
Whilst on the altar he rich offerings laid ; 
Dulling his conscience as he sought to bribe 
Eternal justice. — Cruelty and pride, 
Spoilers and tyrants, all the hateful tribe, 
Dream of the God of battles on their side. 
The savage, cowering to a carven block, 
The beauty-loving Greek, the Roman stern 
Held such a faith, and offered of their stock 
The sleekest kine on altars high to burn. 

Another dawn keeps promise to the earth, 

The cold grey light spreads o'er the eastern skies, 

Night's curtains rise, the land awaits the birth 
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Of the young morn with dew-bathed drooping eyes ; 

And as the sun but lifts his golden edge 

Above the distant hills and tips with light 

The spearfed reeds and ever-rustling sedge, 

That by the river's side hath slept all night, 

The royal banner flies up in the sky, 

Above the castle's loftiest tower, and near 

In the still valley, swelling loud and high, 

A trumpet's note bursts, thrilling, sharp, and clear. 

Like echoes, from far outposts, answering calls 

Come down the breeze ; to wakeful life 

Spring up the men within the castle walls, 

From heavy slumbers or from dreams of strife. 

That thrilling blast awoke the sleeping town, 

In market-place and gate and winding lane, 

By sturdy trumpeter so shrilly blown, 

The sluggard turns his head to sleep in vain. 

A growing murmur swells upon the air, 

A rush of hurrying steps along the street ; 

The craftsmen to the market-place repair 

The assembling troops with welcome shouts to greet 
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The ring of iron hoofs upon the road, 
The steady tramp of bands of armfed men, 
The roll of tumbrels, creaking 'neath their load, 
And shouts and clang of arms were mingled then. 
The timbered houses with the gables rich 
In quaintest carving and with gilded vanes, 
Open their latticed casements, every niche 
And loop-hole peopled ; many a climber gains 
The high-pitched roof and clings to chimney top. 
Or sloping ridge, and many fair hands wave 
Bright coloured streamers, some may gently drop 
A token flower upon a favourite brave. 
Meanwhile outpouring from the castle came 
Rank after rank, closed locked, with steady tread, 
Soldiers whose prowess oft had won them fame, 
On battle fields where life's hot flood ran red. 
Upon their breasts the white rose and the sun, 
And the King's cognizance, the tuskfed boar, 
With honour worn and by good service won, 
In war, in council and in conflict sore. 
Forth from the shadow of th' embattled gate, 
His horse high-pacing and of snowy white, 
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Issued the King, his armour all of plate, 
From crest to heel gleamed in the morning light ; 
Around his helm was wreathed a crown of gold, 
His surcoat all with golden lions wrought ; 
Before him waved, with heavy swelling fold, 
His banner rustling as the wind it caught 
Lilies of France upon an azure field, 
In quarters portioned by the herald's care, 
Shared with the lions on their ruddy shield 
The royal standard, richly wrought and fair ; 
" Dieu et mon droit " that ancient battle cry, 
The motto glowed around the blazoned arms ; 
The standard bearer waved the flag on high, 
While trumpets fill the air with loud alarms. 
Clustering around or ever following near 
A steel-clad band of knights with faithful squires, 
Their pennons fluttering on each glistening spear, 
Form the king's guard, brave sons of warlike sires. 
One backward glance he gave to that high tower, 
A glance no longer than the time whilst swelled 
A fold in the silk banner, or a flower 
Bent by the gentle air its head low held, 



(Richard's Tower. 23 

. . - « * 

But in that moment, like the picture made 

By sudden sunlight and the chemist's art, 

The tower, the bridge, each arch in light and shade, 

And every stone moss-tinted, every part 

And coign of the high walls, the gilly-flower 

That drew its nurture in the chinks, the fern 

That plume-like waved around the shaded bower, 

The ivy trailing o'er the bastion stern, 

The bird with bright and quickly flashing wing, 

The white cloud hanging o'er the turrets gray, 

All were depicted on the brain to cling, 

In dreams by night, in memory through the day. 

As when the eyes, o'er-shadowed by a hand, 

Dilate, and with a keener vision scan 

The closer foreground or the distant land, 

So the vague shade of coming ill may span 

The mental eye, and quicken all its power, 

To apprehend in one last parting glance 

The tallest tower, the humblest moss, a flower, 

Or motes that in the summer sunlight dance. 

One touch of the sharp rowell from the heel 

Of the stern rider, forward bounds the steed, 



*4 (Richard's Tower. 

And onward rush the knights with flashing steel, 
Eager to follow when the king may lead 

In the broad market place th' assembled troops 
Receive their warlike king with loud acclaim, 
" Long live King Richard," bowing low, he stoops 
His plumed head, and then there roaring came 
A shout from all the noisy, swarming crowd, 
" Long live the king," and up into the air 
Flew greasy caps, and o'er the soldiers proud, 
From windows and from galleries, ladies fair 
Waved many a scarf and streamer fluttering gay. 
" Thanks, my good people," then a deafening cheer, 
Thanks from a king are not heard every day ; 
" Good people " each one claims the title clear, 
Call but the people "good," and tell the fool, 
Chin-deep in ignorance, that he is wise, 
And tyrant, demagogue or knave may rule, 
And cheat them too before their open eyes. 

The trumpet sounds. The order to advance 
Rises above the tumult of the crowd ; 
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And moving spears and burnished armour glance, 
And crested helms are borne with gesture proud. 
Squadrons of horsemen gaily led the way, 
The foot in two divisions onward pressed, 
Between them rode the king, while pennons gay, 
And waving plumes, and glittering knightly crest 
Closed round him ; all his trusty body guard, 
Richly arrayed, with gleaming spear and helm 
A ad blazoned shield, or ready sword to ward 
Or strike a blow, a foeman to o'erwhelm. 



Oil Richard ! why so sad ? why hangs a gloom 

Upon thy brow, dark as the heavy cloud 

T lat loomed o'er Charnwood heights when words of 

doom 
R mg on thine ears above the thunder loud ? 

L'»ok with a prouder eye upon thy troops, 
T.iat stretching full three miles along the road, 
Step firmly on, their spirit never droops, 
No laggard straggler feels his arms a load. 
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Welcome the mid-day halt ; the scorching sun 

Beats on the glowing armour ; need for rest, 

Now half the long day's dusty march is done, 

For well the sturdy men have forward pressed. 

At eve the low sun poured a glowing flood 

Over the wearied host, then drawing near 

To Leicester, whilst all tinged and tipped with blood, 

In that red light seemed shield and helm and spear. 

Morn dawns on Redmoor plain by Bosworth town, 
Dawns on the fields with cool and quiet light, 
Steals o'er the dewy grass and stubble brown, 
Dawns upon those who ne'er will see the night 
So calm a morn heralds so fierce a day 
That Richard face to face with Richmond brings. 
Death, like a vulture eager for its prey, 
Hovers above the hosts with blood-stained wings. 
Then came the onset, all the bitter hate, 
Fruit of long years of civil war and strife, 
Raged in each heart, whilst dread avenging fate 
Gave with red hands the doom of death or life. 
In the wild rush and surging of the light, 
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Whilst vict'ry hung with even balanced wing, 

O'er the deep trampled field, far on the right 

Northumberland his forces failed to bring, 

And the false Stanleys, traitors to their king, 

Joined with his foes ; then as the seething wave 

Of battle backward rolled, did Richard fling 

Himself amidst the host, with onset brave, 

That shamed not the lions on his coat 

Blazoned in gold ; wi.;h heavy stroke and quick, 

Through plated mail and crested helm he smote, 

And where round Richmond's banner clustered thick 

Opposing bands he onward cleft his way ; 

Striking that banner from its bearer's hand, 

With blow that neither shield nor mail can stay, 

From his swift flashing, heavy-falling brand. 

Nearer and nearer, step by step he fought 

Through the Earl's guard, and now he feels draw nigh 

The combat that he long had fiercely sought, 

With Richmond hand to hand, and eye to eye. 

But at that moment rang upon his ear 

The fateful words " false friends and bitter foes 

Have leagued against thy powers" no friends are near, 
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Traitors and foes his onward rash oppose, 
And crushed, overwhelmed, borne down as by a flood, 
Striking wild, aimless blows he reeling fell 
Amidst those slain by his red sword, whose blood, 
Feeding the land, the next year's crops will swell 

The golden wreath that circled Richard's helm, 
Placed upon Richmond's brow, they hail him king, 
Henry the Seventh, lord of all the realm ; 
Whilst shouts of victory through the deep air ring. 
Earth-stained and bleeding, Richard's mangled corse 
Is dragged from out a ghastly heap of slain, 
Flung with contempt upon a wretched horse, 
And slowly borne across the fatal plain. 
A single battle shook down all his power, 
" Deepest his fall who stands on loftiest tower" 
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|OW, many arched, and tinted with the hues 
Of lichens grey and mosses green and gold, 
Scorched by the sun and moistened by the dews 
Of summers long gone by, whilst winter's cold 
And frost have cleft and scarred thy stony brow ; 
Old Bridge, thou bravely stemmed the turbid stream, 
Swollen by rains or by the drifted snow 
Melted on hill sides, 'neath the pallid gleam 
Of the low sun, when through each narrow arch 
Rushed the swift flood that checked by every pier, 
Up rose and spread o'er fields where ash and larch 
Reflected stood, like islets in a mere. 



When the clear river, shrunk within its bed 
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'Neath the hot summer sun, through the bright day, 
Glides "decked with 'flowers, white wreaths upon the 

head 
Of water-nymph, whose streaming tresses play 
In every eddy, waving like the grass 
Wind-swept, that in untrodden meadows bends ; 
How still and dark the glancing waters pass 
Where round the oak-piled piers the current trends ; 
And darting from each arch's shade so deep, 
Eush whirling, dashing, o'er the sunken weir, 
Whitened with foam ; then sink to quiet sleep 
O'er weed and gravel gliding slow and clear. 

Old Bridge ! the stream of life has o'er thee flowed, 

Ceaseless but ever varying as the flood 

O'er which thy hoary arches long have bowed ; 

And where thy broad and pile-torne piers have stood. 

Saxon and Dane and Norman proud have trod 

Thy narrow roadway ; arms have roughly clashed, 

And hoofs of war-horse, ringing iron-shod 

In flight or furious charge, have o'er thee dashed. 

Gay Cavalier and Roundhead stern have fought 
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Upon and for thee ; kings, knights and armed host, 
Townsman and churl, drovers and those who bought, 
Filled up the stream of life that o'er thee crossed. 

The noiseless stream of Time has swept them all 
Through the dark arches that no light can pierce, 
Hushed is the tumult of their life ; beyond the fall 
In quiet pools the waters sleep ; no fierce 
And wearing passions fret them into foam ; 
But silently they glide along the stream 
Of measureless Eternity ; their home, 
Their names forgotten as a faded dream. 
Farewell, old Bridge — the stream sweeps* thee away, 
Soon thou'lt be known only in history's page ; 
Those who remember thee will pass as they 
Who trod thy roadway in the byegone age. 
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[IME, the Destroyer, crumbles into dust 

The strong-ribbed arch, the buttress of he^/n 
stone, 
Consumes the warrior's sword with cankering rust, 
And wreathes the ivy o'er the ruin lone. 
Time, the Rebuilder, ever by the side 
Of the Destroyer, silent marches on, 
Bridging the ravines and the chasms wide, 

a 

Worn by the rush of ages long bye-gone ; 
Building the high-walled tower where waving woods 
Moaned in the breeze through ages and decayed, 
Whilst slowly rose from out the winter floods, 
Fields where the crocus purple blooms displayed. 
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Now, side by side, the old bridge and the new 
Stand in rich contrast, as the setting sun 
Tints the bright river with his crimson hue, 
And gilds the circling eddies as they run. 
The old bridge narrow, many-arched, and dyed 
With colours that Time's hand alone can shed, 
Soon behind history's hazy veil to glide, 
Mingling with shadowy memories of the dead. 
The new bridge bending o'er the rushing stream 
Its arms of iron from its rocky piers, 
Waits for the mellow light on it to beam 
In history through centuries of years. 

Hail then, new bridge ; the glow of youth is thine ; 

The freshness and the light of a young life 

Play round thee now ; beauty and strength combine 

In arch and pier with fairest sculpture rife ; * 

Beneath thee, unrestrained, the swift stream glides, 

Singing its never-ceasing, murmuring song, 

Hastening to meet and mingle with the tides 

That ebb and flow in ocean deep and strong. 

May the full stream of Peace and Truth and Light 

D 
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Sweep o'er thy roadway broad to the old town ; 
Never for thee or on thee may the fight 
Of civil strife in history's page be known. 

Like to a duteous son who honours all 
Ancestral relics, memories of his sires, 
Upon each buttress, richly carved and tall, 
Thou bear'st fair blazoned shields whose history fires 
The poet's fancy, and the clang of arms, 
The waving pennons, fluttering banners fair, 
The trumpet sending forth its loud alarms, 
Kings, princes, queens, and knights again are there—- 
The pageant fades in air ; behind the banks 
Of purple clouds that bound the western sky, 
The summer sun has sunk, the starry ranks, 
O'er bridge and stream, keep their bright watch on 
high. 

August, 187 1. 
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|ROM the serene sky and the placid blue 

Of a calm summer eve, a star has sunk 

Into the purple depths, where setting suns 

Veil their rich glory, ere they rise again 

Into a world new born from night's dark shade. 

A kindly beaming star, that shed its light 

Through chinks in poor men's roofs on lowly beds ; 

That lighted up the dark spots in the land 

With its pure beauty, and while brightest far 

Amidst the constellations hung on high, 

Poured down a genial warmth with its clear light 

P 2 
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That cherished trust in goodness and in love ; 
A star that saw our weakness and our guilt, 
But yet glowed brighter o'er the good in all 
Where e'er the wide-spread English tongue is known 
Men feel that they have lost a dear good friend, 
Whose open hand they may have never clasped, 
Nor ever seen the sunshine of his smile, 
But whose clear mind oft brought them light and joy, 
Whose warm heart made their own responsive beat. 

yum %th, 1870. 
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LABORARE EST ORARE. 




|LOSE by an altar richly dight, and wrought 
With broidery of gold, whereon the rays 
Of the bright morning sun fall in a blaze 
Of ruby, amber and deep violet, brought 
Streaming through windows, tinted with the hues 
The rainbow offers alter April showers ; 
Midst tender perfume, breathed by the spring flowers, 
A lady kneels — is it in prayer she sues ? 
Not with vain words, but ever busy hands, 
She decks and tends the altar and the shrine. 
With passion flower, the wheatear and the vine, 
Carving the oak or broidering silken bands ; 
While round her light and golden sunbeams play, 
And a voice tells " to labour is to pray." 

Easter, 1873. 
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THE ROSE AND LILY. 




|Y heart was once a garden where a rose 
I nurtured with all tender love and care, 
Through the long summer filled the glowing air 
With ^perfume and with beauty, and the close 
Of day enriched it with the drops of dew, 
That sparkled like bright diamonds on its head. 
But the blight smote it, and all pale and dead, 
Over its withered stem the harsh winds blew. 
Desolate then my garden, and ill weeds 
' Sprang up in the warm soil ; but on a day 
Of showers and sunshine, when the light airs play 
With the bright clouds, they scattered shining seeds, 
And a fair lily blossomed, where the rose 
Erewhile had left its perfume at day's close. 
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|ONE, like a visitor who offered gifts 

That once refused are never offered more, 
But strand, sad relics upon memory's shore, 
As ocean on the beach its wrecked ships drifts. 
Hopes, opportunities and wasted hours ; 
The wish to do, and the neglected time ; 
Desire to rise, but yet the fear to climb ; 
All faded, withered as last summer's flowers. 
Old year, we used thee ill, and whilst the chime 
Of merry bells the new year welcomes in, 
Let us think kindly, midst their clamorous din, 
Of thee and thy neglected summer's time — 
The new year gently breathes, around it stream 
Schemes, golden visions, hopes, as in a dream. 

1870. 
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|TAFFA, dark island, many-pillared, reared 
Upon the peak of a sea-covered hill, 
The swelling waves thy sounding caverns fill, 
And beat thy rocky shores all scorched and seared 
By fires long quenched ; the lava stream has flowed 
To form the solid bed whereon now rest 
Thy clustered columns ; from the far off west 
Rolls in the ocean where the fire has glowed. 
The wild sea birds and wilder winds sweep o'er 
Thy crags and scream and hoarsely shout within 
Thy solemn cave, and mingle with the din 
Of beating surf when winter's tempests roar. 
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Legends of Odin, Thor and Fiuhn-ma-Coul 
Hang round thee, like the mists that from the sea 
Sometimes enwrap thee, then like spirits flee 
Before the driving gale to farthest Thule. 
There's beauty in thy columns hard and stern, 
There's awe with beauty in thy sea floored cave, 
There's beauty in the seaweeds as they wave 
Around thy feet, as the clear seas return 
And swell and sink ; there's beauty in the green 
That crowns thy brow, and everywhere the Power 
That guides a planet or that tints a flower 
In thee as in His temple may be seen. 
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SHATTERED. 
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BUILT a temple, lofty, full of light, 
That fell from the serene and azure sky, 
Through glowing windows many hued and high, 
Upon a statue marvellously bright, 
Sculptured in gold and ivory, white and pure, 
Like unto Pallas in Athena's halls : 
The votive wreaths I hung upon the walls, 
And said " my goddess will for aye endure." 
Nothing endures. The goddess whom I raise 
In the soft light, to whom I loving knelt, 
Is but a dream, and all the love I felt 
Only a poet's fictions in his lays. 
Shattered the image, desecrate the shrine, 
Only a void and aching heart is mine. 



SONNET. 



2. 



RESTORED. 



-m*~ 




| ONE ! as a fearful dream that in the night 
Hangs o'er the sleeper like a demon's wing, 
Then vanishes when light and morning bring 
Joy to his heart and hope again is bright 
Twas but a cloud that o'er my temple threw 
A heavy darkness, hiding for a time 
The statue fair, that now in the day's prime 
Stands smiling on me, in the golden hue 
Of sunlight streaming through the windows high. 
The votive wreaths are there and now I kneel 
Once more with beating heart and joyous feel ; 
The air of love breathes round me from the sky. 
No shattered image — no profaned shrine, 
But thou, oh fairest ! art for ever mine. 
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|H tender flower ! nurtured beneath the skies, 
That ever cloudless bent their arch of blue, 
Over thy beauteous head, the chilling dew. 
The white mists and the clinging fogs that rise 
From the wild seas around our northern home, 
Make all thy drooping petals shrinking close. 
Why didst thou leave thy sunny soft repose 
And to rude climes o'er stormy waters roam ? 
Was it to shed thy fragrance in the air 
Where all is scentless ? With the rose's hue 
To tinge the dreary grey, and with the blue 
Of thy clear eyes to make our skies more fair? 
Thou bringest summer folded in thy heart, 
A ray of sunshine through the clouds thou art 
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|H Inez ! tender flower, the cloud-veiled skies, 
The seldom glimpses of the clear deep blue, 
The mists, the wreathing fogs, the chilling dew, 
The storms that on our northern seas arise, 
Hide deep-felt joys ; within our shadowed home 
Hearts open wide, whilst doors and casements close, 
And 'neath wild skies love may on faith repose, 
Whilst summer climes may tempt it but to roam. 
Around thee floats an ever fragrant air, 
And greyest clouds are tinged with warmer hue 
Where the sky meets and mocks thine eyes' deep blue. 
Thy smile like sunshine, makes the world more fair ; 
Unfading summer glows within thy heart, 
And rests with thee where e'er on earth thou art 
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|RADLE of faith and tomb of saints and kings, 
Isle of the waves, the lonely I-colm-kill ; 
A requiem o'er the sacred dead who fill 
Thy graves, the moaning sea-wind sadly sings. 
Like .to a beacon bright 'neath stormy skies, 
In the dark night of ignorance and strife 
Thy church shed forth a ray of peace and life, 
To glad the western islander's sad eyes. 
The Dane swept over thee, the Viking fierce 
Despoiled thy churches, tore thy priests away, 
Plunged into night awhile the brighter day, 
Till through the clouds again thy glories pierce, 
But ruthless hands and time and long neglect, 
Thy tombs, thy crosses and thy church have wrecked, 
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[ADONNA fair ! whether in sculptured stone, 
Or from the glowing canvas shedding light, 
At morning orison, or when the night 
Hid in its shadows dark the wanderer lone, 
Men bowed before thee, soldiers in the camp, 
Monks in their cells, the sailor wandering far 
O'er the wide sea, watching the rising star, 
And sleepless wretches by the midnight camp. 
Thy woman's gentleness beamed o'er their life, 
Warmed their cold hearts or tamed their passions wild ; 
The love of thee and of thy tender child 
Softened the rugged and made still their strife ; 
And woman's lot has ever happier been 
Since men looked up to thee as Heaven's Queen. 



CEPHALUS AND PROCRIS- 



Cephalus 


The Sun. 


Kos 


... The Dawn, 


Procris 


The Dew. 


Artemis 


... The Moon 



See " Kephalos and Prokris " — page 87, vol. 2. 
Chips from a German Workshop, by Professor 
Max Muller. 
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|OS her pearly shoulder lifts above 

The distant, eastern, faintly glimmering hills. 

That cast their shadows o'er the moaning sea, 

Whose waves in measured cadence beat the strand. 

The tender dawn sweeps round the far off rim, 

Where the pale waters meet the arching sky, 

Whilst stars, that through the night have kept long 

watch, 

Burn fainter ere they die in growing light 

Like the soft breathing of the morning air, 

Eos her love low whispers in the ear 

Of Cephalus : " O ! leave roe not, but still 

Rest in these folding arms, thy glorious head 

E 2 
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Pillowed upon my breast, whilst fragrant airs, 
Loaded with perfume of the opening flowers, 
Steal over us, and gauzy veils of mist 
Hang like a curtain o'er our cloud-formed couch. 
Leave me not, dear one, let the cold dew hang 
On cushioned moss and grassy blades its drops, 
That wait thy coming to be changed to gems, 
Glistening beneath thy smile on the green earth. 
Oh, let the fickle Procris wait for thee, 
And give her glancing beauty to the stars 
That coldly woo her with their chilly light, 
Fading when thy bright arrows pierce the sky. 
She loves thee not more than she loves the stars 
That gaze upon her from the cloudless heights ; 
'Tis but thy gifts of diamonds flushed with light 
She longs for ; her inconstant love she gives 
To him who wreathes her brow with richest pearls. 
Try her with any test, and if she prove 
True in her love to thee, then will I yield 
Thee to her charms, and veil my tearful eyes 
With the white clouds that hang above the pines." 
Cephalus answered not, but slow unwound 
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Her clasping arms, then gazing wistfully 

In her deep eyes, a burning kiss he pressed 

On her pale cheek that sudden flushed and glowed 

With the rich tint of the enfolded rose. 

The tender pink that lines the Southern shell 

Spread like a wave that breaks on a smooth shore 

Over her heaving bosom and round limbs, 

A lily blooming 'neath the rose's shade. 

Then glowed the fleecy clouds, like flocks led forth, 

With amber tints ; the distant mountain peaks 

Gleamed rosy red, and on the ocean's edge 

A flame shone through the low sea-mantling mists, 

Pale shadows of the dark robes of the night. 

Cephalus leapt from Eos to his car, 

And shook the reins of his impatient steeds, 

Beneath whose beating hoofs the hill tops smoke, 

And the bright golden wheels are onward whirled. 

Fair Procris, swiftly tripping o'er the grass, 
With jewelled sandals lightly bends the blades 
That to the gentle pressure perfume yield, 
Scenting the fresh breath of the brightening morn. 
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O'er mossy bank, and where the violet hides 

Its drooping head, she fairy diamonds throws, 

And threads on gossamer her tiny pearls, 

That catch the rosy light, the glowing rays, 

Glimmering through restless shades of trembling leaves. 

A sudden flush of light comes through the copse, 

Tinged with the flickering green of waving ferns ; 

The tender saplings bend beneath the tread 

Of one who bears a supple, well strung bow, 

And quiver of keen arrows feathered bright 

" O, Procris ! scatterer of glistening gems, 

That deck the flowers, and tip each pointed blade 

Of the crisp grass, that bends and springs beneath 

Thy silver-sandalled, lightly-tripping feet, 

Oft do I watch thee when the morning air 

Plays with thy tresses, golden as the light 

That early slants adown the mountain side ; 

Whilst the warm tint of youth upon thy cheek 

Glows with the kisses of the passing breeze. 

And often when the lengthening shadows fall 

Of the tall pines, whose deep-hued stems are bathed 

In purple sunset gleams, I wait for thee, 
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Coming when pale steal forth the silent stars. 

List to the love I vow thee, let me press 

Thy hand in mine, and look into thine eyes, 

So deeply blue, and tranquil as the sea 

That rests in yon deep bay, 'neath sheltering cliffs. 

Now lowly bending as the drooping birch 

Hangs o'er the ivy that enwreathes its stem, 

I lean o'er thee and whisper all my love, 

And seal its truth upon thy honied lips." 

The tender Procris listened to the tone 

Of the soft voice that trembled in her ear, 

Nor turned away her lips from those that pressed 

Warm as her own with many a linkfed kiss ; 

Now drooped her beauteous head upon his breast, 

And with a sigh exhaling all her soul, 

" I love thee, be for ever true," she cried. 

Then casting off his hunter's guise, the helm 

That hid in shadows deep his radiant face, 

The rugged hide that o'er his shoulders hung, 

Cephalus, glorious as the morning sun, 

Before her stood with heavy frowning brow. 

" Inconstant, frail and light as the thin mist, 
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That hangs along the river's course at dawn, 

Swaying now here now there with every breath 

That rustles midst the reeds on either shore ; 

Or like the thistle-down, thy easy love 

Can float above the rose, and in the light 

Of the noon-sun may seem a beauteous thing, 

But clings at last to some rough burr, or falls 

Upon a stagnant pool to rise no more. 

Once how I loved thee, how I deemed thee mine, 

Trusted in all the tender words that fell 

From thy enthralling lips ; believed thy smile 

To be the guerdon of my love for thee, 

Nor thought the shade of other's love could fall 

Between me and the sunshine of thine eyes. 

Ah me ! the latest comer who can pour 

Into thine ear a flattering song of love 

Meets the warm welcome of thy ready lips, 

And basks beneath thine eyes' delusive light. 

Was it for this I slighted Eos' charms, 

And scorned her warnings of thy fickle love ? 

I thought thy love as true, as pure as light, 

But now I know thee for the thing thou art" 
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Amazement, terror, shame, and blinding grief, 

Like the quick waves upon a storm-beat strand, 

Rushed o'er fair Procris, while her languid arm 

Slid from his shoulder, as a blighted vine 

Falls from the stem round which it once had twined. 

A low sob from her heart, a parting glance, 

And like the shadow of a passing cloud, 

She glided 'neath the covert of the ferns, 

In the deep gloom of the entangled wood. 

Through many-arched and whispering leafy groves, 

By the still shores of darkly hidden lakes, 

Up the hill sides, where hangs the curling mist 

Around the pines, sad Procris through the day 

Still swiftly fled, glancing from shade to shade, 

And shunning ever the bright light that fell 

As gleams of gold upon the open glade, 

And scorched like fire her tender flushing cheek; 

Nor rested till the grey of evening closed 

O'er the deep valleys, and the mountain tops 

Were tipp'd with the red hues of dying day. 

Then on a thymy bank, where mosses deep 

Cushioned the earth and hid the violet's bloom, 
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Languid she fell, and from her eyelids dropped 
Tears, that like gems, bedecked each trembling leaf. 
The night wind sadly moaning through the trees 
Chilled her fair limbs, but at her heart a fire, 
Fed with the memories of happy days that seemed 
Long past and dead, glowed with a quenchless flame. 
The mists that hung across the eastern vales 
In sleepy silence, faintly took the hues 
Of dimly lighted clouds in a pale dawn, 
And o'er the ridge of the far distant hills 
Ruddy the disc of the broad moon arose, 
Scattering the haze and pouring silver showers ; 
Slowly with brightening light she fills the air, 
Softening the outlines of each craggy rock 
And fringing all the woods with pearly spray. 
The trembling leaves ceased whispering, the breeze 
Died into stillness, and a woven net 
Of shadows hung o'er Procris as she lay 
Breathing light sighs, that fainter grew, as calm 
She watched the light steal 'neath the fretted roof 
Of interlacing boughs, and softly glide 
From bole to bole of the dark shadowy trees. 
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Upon the mossy bank the pale rays fell 

As if from lamp in alabaster vase, 

And every tendril, frond and spear-like blade, 

Threw back the light from diamonds and pearls, 

Where'er sad Procris shed her dewy tears. 

A gleam, as from a star of emerald sheen, 

Fell through the grove, o'erpowering the pale beams 

That ere its coming seemed so purely bright 

A presence felt, but veiled from grosser eyes 

By an excess of lustre, filled the air. 

Then Procris lifted up the heavy lids 

That with their pearl-fringed lashes hid her eyes, 

So lucid and so beauteous with her tears, 

And blue as summer seas 'neath Southern skies. 

Before her, in a flood of opal light, 

From whence streamed fragrance of the wild wood 

flowers, 
And the fresh air of pine-clad mountain sides, 
Stood Artemis, the goddess chaste and pure, 
With buskinned feet and tunic moist with dew, 
That clung to and scarce hid 1 er radiant form. 
A quiver of bright arrows, diamond-tipped, 
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And feathered as with glancing rays of light, 
Hung o'er her shoulder, whilst a silver bow, 
Strung ready for the chase, she eager held. 
" Procris, I know thy woe," the goddess spake 
In a low tender tone that to the heart 
Sank deep, refreshing as the rain that falls 
Upon a parched and summer wearied plain. 
" Thy love for Cephalus in any guise 
I know, and whether with the glorious light 
Of noon-tide sun upon his shining brow, 
Crowned as a king, or with a mask of cloud, 
Veiling the smile he gives to thee, he comes, 
Or clothed in rudest garb of hunter wild, 
Still thou must love him. and thine eyes will speak 
The burning thoughts thy lips may fail to telL 
And he shall love thee too and woo thy lips 
To melt again on his, but first shall know 
How weary are the days without thy love. 
No more the freshness of the dewy field, 
Laden with scent of flowers with drooping heads, 
Shall meet him as he sweeps along the hills 
Or seeks the river hid in floating mists. 
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No more his burning brow at eve shall feel 
The cooling night breeze coming through the groves, 
Till he hath sought thy love and given thee his, 
And kissed away the tears that gem thine eyes. 
Meanwhile take thou these darts, that launched through 

air, 
Will never miss their aim, and having struck, 
Straight shall return to thee ; rove through the woods, 
A huntress swift of foot and like the light 
Gliding from stem to stem of the grey trees, 
Or flitting o'er the plain as shadow thrown 
By passing cloud beneath the noonday sun." 
So spake the goddess ; far into the blue 
Of the serene immeasureable sky, 
Where stars were hidden in the silver light 
That flooded space, she slowly glided forth. 
Night seemed to be a purer, sweeter day; 
All evil lost in shadow, and all good 
Brightened and bathed in the soft streaming rays, 
The smile of Artemis o'er sea and land. 
The slumbering valley wrapt in silent shade, 
The distant sea a cloud-edged streak of light, 
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The mountain tops, the graceful drooping boughs 
Of the deep grove, were beauty-crowned and shone 
With silvery flakes that fell like snowy showers. 
In the soft shadow of the rustling leaves, 
Silent with awe and with a heart upraised 
From sorrow's depths to voiceless, speechless joy, 
Fair Procris rested on the thymy bank, 
Dreaming hope's dreams until the morning woke 
The song of birds and lit the mountain peaks 
With rosy beams that stole into the vales, 
And tinged the rushing river and the sea. 
Then with the morning light she rose and took 
The darts with barbed tips that sudden flashed 
With many coloured rays, as diamonds gleam 
'Neath sunbeams piercing through o'er-hanging shade. 
With light steps through the silent grove she sped, 
And down the hill-side, where rocks many-hued 
And wreathed with ivy lift their craggy sides 
From out the mantling grass, that greener grows 
Where hidden streamlets, fed by nightly dews 
And clouds that break upon the mountain peaks, 
Glide silently beneath the o'er shadowing blades. 
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The clustered ferns uprear their feathery fronds, 

That gently waving in the passing breath, 

Flower scented, of the pure and fresh born morn, 

Sparkle with dew drops hung like glistening fringe. 

Forth from the shady covert, tossing high 

His antlered head, trips daintily a stag, 

Pauses a moment, sniffs the scented air, — 

The snapping of a dry bough gives alarm, 

And over bracken, golden gorse and broom 

Swiftly he bounds, there's danger in the gale. 

Quick, Procris hurled a dart, of Artemis 

The gift, that hissing cleft the yielding air, 

And buried deep its gleaming point within 

The panting heart of the swift flying stag, 

Then straight returned to Procris > ready hand. 

The hunter's ardour filled her beating pulse, 

As swift she ranged through copse and shadowy wood, 

Adown the hiD side, o'er the spreading plain 

And by the reeds wherefrom the heron flew ; 

The bird upon the wing her flashing dart 

O'ertook, ere 'cross the river wide it flew — 

And sooner than the flags along the shore 
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Had bent and rose, quick to her hand returned. 
So fared the huntress through the summer morn, 
And by a shaded stream at sultry noon 
Rested, while on its waters clear and deep 
Her form was mirrored, as with hollowed hand 
She dashed the cooling drops o'er her hot brow, 
Or raised the welcome draught to her parched lips. 
When the long shadows of the drooping pines 
Fell down the hill sides, when the lichened rocks 
Glowed in the setting sunlight's rosy hue, 
When the grey shades stole up in eastern skies, 
And the light wreaths hung o'er the sleeping stream, 
Then 'neath the boughs that swayed in the cool breeze 
That comes with eve and whispers through the leaves, 
Upon a mossy bank where hidden flowers 
Breathed a sweet incense on the tranquil air, 
Fair Procris as a wearied huntress laid, 
Waiting for Artemis, waiting the soft light 
Of the full moon that clothed in ruddy haze 
Rose o'er the dim grey hills, then slowly paled, 
And tipt the flitting clouds with pearly hues. 
Then fell light slumber on her ; all around 
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Her mossy couch, on every leaf and blade, 
Sparkled a myriad diamonds, wreaths of pearl 
From spray to spray hung upon fairy threads, 
A canopy above her tresses bright 
Steeped in the silvery light ; as silent fell 
The dews of heaven and the trembling leaves, 
Kind Artemis shed round her soothing dreams 
Of love returning and her Cephalus. 

Morn dawns, the rosy light breaks through the shade 
Of arching boughs and quivering leaves that hang 
O'er Procris sleeping, and her light dreams fade, 
As the mist rises from the shimmering stream. 
Awake ! away ! the hill-tops gleam with fire, 
The rushing streams have cast away their veils, 
And the fresh breeze sweeps through the waving sedge. 
With sandals dew-gemmed, lightly o'er the grass, 
Scarce bending 'neath her steps then Procris sped ; 
Her fatal darts unerring forth she cast, 
And wild boar, deer, and swift-winged bird alike 
Felt the keen barbs and yielded up their life. 
Beside a bubbling spring that clear and cold 
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Welled up between grey stones, where mosses dank 

Glistened with pearl drops in the glowing light, 

Then sparkling fell into a rocky pool, 

All emerald green with the reflected hue 

Of quivering leaves that drooped, and dipped, and 

rose, 
Loaded with spray flung by the falling stream, 
Procris, at noon, o'erwearied with the chase 
That sated all desire, laid listlessly. 
The drip of waters and the hum of bees, 
The rustle of the reeds, the breathing wind, 
Made music round her like an airy dream, 
That hung above her as a summer cloud, 
Gauzy and tinted o'er with golden hues. 

A sudden stillness — a bright gleam of light — 
A footfall on the grass — before her stood 
The hunter Cephalus, who knew her not, 
Nor dreamed the huntress with the fatal darts- 
Was his lost Procris. O'er the yielding grass 
That bent and gave its perfume to her feet, 
Oft had he watched her bound and seen her darts 
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Flung with unerring aim, and envied her 
And her success, and longed to gain the shafts 
That Artemis had girled with her power. 
Like to a flame that flashing springs' to life 
From out the slumbering ashSes on the hearth, 
Swept by a sudden* gust of rushing air, 
So leapt her heart when Procrisr saw and knew 
Hint* whose- uhmoving eyes were fixed on her ; 
But save 1 {he gentle lifting, of the arch 
Of her fair brow, no faintest sign she gave 
That Cephalus was once her life's- bright sun. 

" O huntress/ surely favoured, one- art thou 

In the bright trtfin of her who, crescenfectowtted* 

Lifts her majestic brow above' the heads 

Of her attendant nymphs, and* through the woodsy 

And o'er the wind swept plains; with buskinned feet, 

Follows the startled deer and angry boar, 

Artemis, goddess of the silver bow. 

Favoured art thou with many gifts ■;; the glow 

Of youth, the charm of beauty, and thy step 

Agile and light and bounding as- the fawn's?;. 

F 2 
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But to the hunter most desired the gift 

Of those unerring darts, that swift and true 

As rays of light, hurled deftly by thy hand, 

Ne'er miss their aim and quick to thee return. 

Fair one, for these I'd gladly give thee all 

Thy heart could wish of beautiful and rare, 

Pearls for thy neck, that fairer is than they, 

Diamonds to wreathe thy hair and mock the light 

That sparkles in thine eyes, a cestus wrought 

Of purest gold and studded all with gems, 

Emerald and opal, ruby all ablaze 

With the red fire, and topaz golden hued. 

Then of my spoil from out the shady grove, 

The tangled underwood or open field, 

The choicest shall be thine ; the flitting bird 

That many-coloured, like a flash of light, 

Gleams through the air, shall yield thee all his pride 

Of emerald and golden plumage rich. ' 

Give me the darts and I will be thy slave, 

Thinking my chains but silken bonds that hold 

But never chafe me, willing to be thine." 

So Cephalus, low bending at her feet, 
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Looked in her eyes, while love like opening flower 
Grew in his heart, and he forgot the shafts 
Of Artemis and their unerring aim. 
" Not fairest pearls, not diamonds full of light, 
Emerald's sheen, or opal testing truth, 
Not golden cestus studded o'er with gems, 
Not all the quarry of the fields and woods, 
Nor glowing plumage of the birds of air, 
Shall win these darts, I only ask of thee 
One gift — I ask thee, give to me thy love." 
A blush as of the dawn, when Procris spoke, 
Veiled her fair form and shed its glowing hue 
O'er moss and flower and o'er the trickling stream, 
Whereon the mist hung tinged with ruddy rays, 
Such as the opal darts when closely pressed 
In the warm bosom of one dearly loved. 

" Fair nymph, my love thou namest as a gift, 
That like a toy, a flower or a gem, 
I might with playful ease toss in thy lap. 
My love I once gave to a creature fair — 
Aye, fair as thou art ; from her deep blueeyes 
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I deemed that naught but love could ever stream, 

And from her budding lips come naught but truth. 

For her I decked the flowers that glowing sprang 

Around her feet with gems of flashing light, 

And ever round her steps I lit with floe 

The diamonds that sparkled on each blade 

Of waving grass and every mossy tuft 

At early dawn I met her with my love, 

At eve renewed my vows which she returned ; 

I thought her fairest, truest, pure as light, 

I gave her all my love— aad she was false." 

So Cephalus ; but Procris quick replied, 

" How was she false ? how didst thou prove her guile, 

Or test her truth ? was it by wily snares ? 

Setting thy wit 'gainst woman's heart that loves 

Some bright ideal, and through every guise 

Believes or hopes she sees her dreamed-of love?" 

" Fair nymph of Artemis, 'twas Procris light, 

The maiden with her hair bestrewed with gems, 

That sparkle in the early flush of dawn, 

To whom I gave my first love, and for her 

I made each dew-drop glisten with rich hues 
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That paled the diamond's sheen beside their light 
Eos, the calm, pale beauty of the dawn, 
Breathed in my ear the first faint doubt that threw 
A shadow o'er my love, her whispered hints 
Led me to test if Procris would her love 
Give to me hidden in another form. 
Garbed as a hunter, hiding all the glow 
Of youth, the fire that is my own, I woo'd 

■ 

And sudden won her, thus I proved her false — 

But still the memory of my early love 

Hovers about me ; very dear is still 

The dream of Procris, frail, but oh, so fair." 

Like to a lily yielding 'neath the breeze, 

That breathes on it and bends it to the rose, 

Whose glowing petals meet it with a kiss, 

So Procris turned to Cephalus and gave 

The charmed darts into his ready hand. 

As veils of mist glide down the mountain side, 

And melt in air when mounts the morning sun, 

As flits the shadow of a passing cloud 

Over the lake that straightway glows with light, 

So falls from Procris now the huntress' guise 
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That Artemis had cast o'er her ; her hair 

All golden-hued, with dew-drops sprinkled o'er, 

Fell down her neck and o'er her bosom swept : 

Glowing she stood, bright in the rays that poured 

From Cephalus, now radiant as the sun. 

Then all forgetting all his jealous doubts, 

With all his love returning as a flood 

That rushes down some dried-up river's bed, 

That summer thunder showers have filled again, 

A long, long kiss upon her lips he pressed. 

But from his clasping arms she gently slid 

Into the covert of the shadowy wood. 

Thence from her lustrous eyes she gazed on him, 

And every leaflet of the tangled growth 

Of trailing wild vine and of ivy green 

That over-arched her, glistened with the light 

Of gems that spangled them like scattered spray. 

Then, with possession of the charmed darts, 

An eager rapture glowed in Cephalus, 

And a wild wish o'erpowering e'en his love, 

To test their fatal aim flung from his hand, 

On the tuskfed boar that rushed through thickest shade, 
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Or fleet deer bounding o'er far spreading plains. 
The burning noon is bending from its height, 
The western skies are gathering rich tints, 
Amber and gold and fields of paley green; 
Whilst Cephalus by forest side, o'er hill, 
And vale, and by the river's winding bank 
Follows, with eager heart and agile step, 
The startled game, and bright winged birds that fall 
Beneath the flashing darts of Artemis. 
But ever near, where quivering shadows fall, 
And golden rays shoot through the dancing leaves, 
Fair Procris follows, gliding 'neath the shade 
Of thick-grown underwood and bracken fronds, 
Beaming with joy when scattered golden rays 
From Cephalus, light-circled, fall on her. 

The restless sea heaves slowly, purple shades 
Steal o'er its breast, and flakes of burning gold 
Are shimmering on a glowing path, that spreads 
From the far west to where the curling waves 
Break on the strand and skim the yellow sands, 
Then slow return to meet the murmuring deep. 
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Upon the shore as sinks the reddening sun, 
Cephalus, resting from his long day's chace, 
Stretches his languid limbs and woos the breeze 
To cool his cheeks and lift the matted locks 
Of golden hair from off his burning brow. 
"Delicate Aura, with thy gentle breath, 
Bearing the perfume of a thousand flowers, 
That spread their petals to the noonday sun, 
The scent of fallen meadows and the air 
That comes across the ever-heaving sea, 
Cool my flushed cheek and still the feverish pulse 
That beats from throbbing heart to aching brow; 
On my parched lips thy kisses softly press, 
And meet my panting breath with thy low sighs." 
So for the evening breeze sighed Cephalus ; 
The breeze that all day lingered with the flowers 
And stole their sweetness, skimmed across the fields 
At eve, and with the scent of new-mown hay, 
Swept o'er the land and far away to sea. 

E'en as a snow flake falling on a flower 

That lured by fitful sunshine blooms too soon, 
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Ere Spring's warm breath has followed Winter's gales, 

So fell on Prodis' ear the longing cry 

Of Cephalus for Aura, and a chill 

Struck through her heart, whose pulses seemed to 

pause. 
" Who is this Aura ? she for whom he sighs 
And pours his soul out on the passing air ? 
Why calls he not for me ? no other lips 
Could press cm his so soft, or like the dew 
That sates the thirst of summer flowers at eve, 
Cool his hot brow or still his throbbing heart 
Here where the shadow of the thick leaved wood 
Falls darkest, dimly screened by tangled growth 
Of briar, briony and ivy bright, 
Will I lie hid and wait the unwelcome one, 
Unwelcome and unknown whom yet I hate." 
Beneath the covert of o'er hanging boughs, 
Under the purple shadows shed at eve, 
O'er interwoven shrubs and waving fern, 
Glided sad Procris ; 'mongst the sun browned leaves 
Glistened her shining form, then sunk in shade. 
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The rustling of the leaves amidst the copse, 
A dead branch breaking, and the muffled sound 
Of a light footfall stealing through the gloom 
Of the dim thicket startled Cephalus, 
Who seized a gleaming dart that to his hand 
Lay ready ; half in heedless sport and half 
Impelled by the keen hunter's wont, he flung 
Th* unerring steel where a dim shadow moved, 
Where the leaves rustled, where the light foot fell- 
A low moan from the wood, a stifled sob, 
The cruel dart returning to his hand 
Tipt with red blood — and loving Procris dies. 

The last slant rays of the descending sun 
Drink up the dew that all day long lay hid 
Beneath the thicket's shade, from the fierce flame. 
Down in the blood red sea the red sun sinks, 
The purple clouds gold fringed, conceal his path. 
The eastern sky grows bright with a cool light, 
And Artemis reclaims her streaming darts. 
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|ENEATH the shadow of o'erhanging boughs, 
Listening the whispering of the leaves, 
Moved by the summer breeze that gently blows, 
Where the green fern in wavelets heaves, 
I hear the winding of a distant horn 
That steals adown the glades, and dies 
Amidst the purple shadows, far off borne, 
When the grey mists of evening rise. 



I listen to that mystic, winding horn, 
That swells and faints upon the breeze ; 
Visions of those whose lives were in the morn 
Of these ctim" woods my fancy sees ; 
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Gay Robin Hood with all his green-clad train. 
Maid Marian with sun-browned cheeks, 
And Friar Tuck, whilst ringing o'er the plain, 
Coeur de Lion the greenwood seeks. 

The red sun sinking in the glbwfag West, 
Pours 'cross the glade his slanting beam, 
The rugged oak and graceful birch are drest 
In flecks of gold that trembling stream 
Adown their stems in shimmering bars that glow, 
And pale, and brighten,, with the light 
I hear the forest hunter's wild notes blow, 
As softly falls around the summes night 
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ILAD in bright mail, Sir Uther rides; 
With spear and blazoned shield, 
Three cinqfoils or, on an azure field, 
And his crest a legend hides ; 
Tis a rose within a laurel wreath, 
And on his helm the air 
Flutters a scarf embroider^ fair, 
With the rose, and this motto beneath, — 

Port trnsteb anfr vnxufy lofaft. 

Down through the steep and narrow streets, 
Out through the deep-arched gate, 
The knight rides on, the fresh breeze greets 
His cheek, grown pale* of late. 
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For care will come to the lightest heart, 
A lover's the first of all, 
From his ladye love he soon must part, 
And his thoughts on the motto fall 

Most trusted and much loved. 

" Most loved, — I'd fain the motto said ; 

Most trusted seems but cold, 

But trust to love has often led, 

Much love is already told" 

So pondered the knight, till the sun broke through ' 

The grey, damp mists of morn, 

And then to the smiling sky of blue 

His cheerful cry was borne, 

" Most trusted and much loved." 

The scarf of blue that his lady fair 
Had broidered with thread of gold, 
Fluttered and waved in the freshening air, 
In many a graceful fold. 
In the glowing sun most frequent glanced 
" Most trusted," and as the breeze 
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Shook out the silk that gaily danced, 
" Much loved," Sir Uther sees. 

Most trusted and much loved. 

Down by the river through the shade 

Of the over-arching grove, 

Through the sombre wood, in the open glade, 

Thoughtful the knight may rove. 

The thorny briar clings to him, 

The bramble his helmet wreathes, 

The damps of the wood its brightness dim, 

As the sigh of the night wind breathes, 

" Most trusted and much loved." 

Who to the side of Sir Uther true 

Rides jingling spur and bit ? 

The light Sir Gawain, with scarf of blue, 

And on it in gold was writ, 

11 35M lofrjeb, I mk not frast at all," 

Embroidered by fingers fair ; 

Heavy Sir U trier's scarf may fall 

In the dank and misty air. 

Most trusted and much loved. 
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He knew the hand that wrought the rose, 

And the legend in thread of gold, 

A choking sigh from his heart arose, 

A shiver of deadly cold 

" Honour's my mistress hence," he sighed, 

" No other love have I, 

My grey locks in my helm 111 hide, 

With this for my battle cry," — 

" Most trusted and much loved." 
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|H weary year ! thou lingerest slowly dying, 
Through days unbrightened by the sun ; 
The heavy mists low o'er the fields are lying, 
Darkness falls ere the day is done, 

And I am weary, e'en as thou, old year. 



Some gleams of hope, that ended but in sighing, 

Some flecks of sunshine through the wood, 

Have lit the edges of the brown leaves dying, 

But left no warmth with him who stood 

Beneath their shade, weary as thou, old year. 

G 2 
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The flowers of Spring scarce blushed ere they were 

fading, 
The bloom of Summer died too soon ; 
The sunny dream the grey clouds shading, 
Faded like mist-wreaths 'neath the moon, 

Pallid and cold and dull as thou, old year. 



The glow of Autumn from the wild winds shrinking, 

Dies into Winter's sunless ^loom, 

Spring's hopes, bright flowers, and Autumn's fruit all 

sinking, 
Withered like leaves flung o'er a tomb. 

I'm weary of thee, haste thy flight, old year. 

Oh ! for the dawn of brighter mornings glowing, 
Fuller of life and light and truth, 
Where the fair flowers of love for ever growing, 
Fade not from their eternal youth, 

Nor wither through the dim and dreary years. 
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OME ! be a poet's valentine, 
Dear ladye mine. 
Come where the glancing sunbeams shine ; 
There will I build for thee a fairy bower, 
Beneath the many-coloured arch that gleams 
Above the hills, and there shall every flower 
That scents the air or with rich colour beams, 
Grow at thy feet, or reared in sculptured vase 
Shall o'er thy path its trembling shadow cast ; 
Whilst over all an arching dome I'll raise, 
Mocking heaven's blue, star-studded, lofty, vast ; 
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Through blazoned windows mellow light shall fall, 
Tinting the marble floor with rainbow hue. 
Diamonds shall leap from fountains in the hall, 
like spray or myriad drops of early dew. 
Music shall hover round thee, breathing low 
And soft as summer airs that whispering glide 
O'er the unrippled lake, or loud shall flow 
The organ's peal, swelling like flooding tide. 
Birds of bright plumage, emerald, azure, gold, 
Shall flit around thee, birds of sweetest song 
Shall rest above thee as their wings they fold, 
And pour rich melody thy courts along ; 
And when the glorious sunlight leaves the day, 
From a balcony, wreathed with clustering flowers, 
Thou shalt behold the tender moonbeams play 
On woods, on falling waters, glimmering towers, 
All bathed in pearly light ; and far away 
The snow-capped mountains guarding thy domain 
Like walls of alabaster, bright with ray 
Of setting stars beyond the far spread plain. 
Then from a campanile, high in the air, 
A sweet carillon shall chime the hours, 
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Each noted, in this realm of thine so fair, 

By silent opening and closing flowers. 

When night spreads o'er the land its starry pall, 

And hushed all sounds save of the falling streams, 

O'er thee, on downy couch, calm sleep shall fall, 

And the day's joys revisit thee in dreams. 

Then be the poet's valentine, 

Dear ladye mine, 
And all his dreams and fancies shall be thine. 
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| OATS on the river, floating on the stream, 
Past whispering osier-holts, by rustling reeds, 
'Neath drooping willows, shaded from the gleam 
Of the bright sun, and over waving weeds ; 
Gliding past islets with cool slopes of green, 
Where the forget-me-not its fringe of blue 
Hangs o'er the water's edge, where the bright sheen 
Of noon has not yet touched the morning dew. 
Onward they steal, some in the glowing light, 
Some in the shade, some fluttering pennons gay, 
With merry crews in brightest costume dight, 
And breaking up the silence with their lay. 
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" Strain not the oar, 

Hoist not the swelling sail, 

From shore to shore 

Our songs the echoes hail. 

To beauty bright, 

The smiles of those we love, 

Like the soft light 

That falls from heaven above, 

To these we lift 

On high the blushing wine, 

And slowly drift 

Out where the ripples shine. 

Hoist not the sail, 

Nor strain at the tough oar, 

With wild song hail 

The slow receding shore." 
Some, like the barge that bore Elaine away, 
Are " shrouded with black samite," floating biers, 
With silent steersman, through the live-long day, 
Mourning crushed hopes and shedding useless tears. 
Some with stout oar are struggling 'gainst the tide, 
And some, with tattered sails, still upward steer; 



go 
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Seaward the swift and silent waters glide. 
And vain their hopes to shun the fate they fear. 
Boats on the river — to the mist-robed sea, 
With banners gay or with the funeral pall, 
Sweep on, with sorrow laden or with glee, 
The ocean of eternity receives them alL 
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|ROM a cottage window a red light gleamed 
Through the mist far over the sea, 
By the flickering fire a woman dreamed 
Of things that could never be. 
The wind swept over that cottage lone, 
The waves beat sad on the shore, 
But ever to her those wild waves moan, 
" Lost ! lost ! he returns no more." 



Through the dreary night she tended the flame, 
That gleamed through the mist o'er the sea, 
Till the tender light of the dawning came, 
And the wind died silently. 
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Then sleep fell over her watching eyes, 
And veiled the grief that she bore, 
It stayed the throb of her constant sighs — 
" Lost ! lost ! he returns no more." 

O'er the wind-swept beach where the driven sand 

To leeward hurried away, 

A woman wandered where sea met land, 

The waves round her footsteps play. 

She heeded not the sea-bird's wail, 

Nor the wrack that drifted to shore, 

But she watched each far off ghost-like sail — 

" Lost ! lost ! he returns no more." 

» 

On the white-tipt waves, with the morning tide, 

The fishermen's boats sailed home ; 

Then down to the haven that woman hied, 

Past the rocks where the waters foam. 

" Oh where is my Donald ?" she sadly sighed, 

" He who was strong at the oar," 

A hushed voice whispered close by her side, 

" Lost ! lost ! he returns no more." 
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THE PRIMROSE 

On the Quiraing, Isle of Skye, September, 1873. 
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|HE Spring has long gone bye, the tender flowers 
That shed faint odours on the sighing air 
Have faded, save where hid in leafy bowers, 
Or 'neath the o'ershadowing rock the petals fair 
Are sheltered from the noon-tide sun's bright blaze. 
The Summer roses too that blushed like morn, 
The lilies tall that queen-like heads upraise, 
Amidst the perfume on the light wind borne, 
Have scattered all their beauty, like the flakes 
Of softly falling snow and strewn the grass. 
The Autumn winds sweep chilly o'er the lakes, 
And the white mist drifts through the mountain pass. 
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Here 'neath the hoary crags of Quiraing, blooms 

A solitary primrose, fair and pale, 

While through the wreathing clouds above it looms 

The rugged scar that scorns the driving gale. 

Oh ! gentle emblem of departed Spring, 

The time of budding flowers when nature's tears 

Alternate with her smiles, when joyous sing 

The wild birds and their song the sad heart cheers, 

Welcome, thy tender beauty adds a grace 

E'en to this scene so rugged, stern and grand. 

The bloom of heather close to thee I'll place, 

Like a warm friend by beauty's side to stand. 

My Spring has long gone bye, my Summer dies, 
And Autumn leaves are falling at my feet, 
While as each swift-winged hour behind me flies, 
The mists are rising, clouds above me meet ; 
But gleams of sunshine checquer still my way, 
The distant mountain tops are tipped with light, 
The glowing colours of an Autumn day 
Tint all the scenes around me warm and bright 
For here and there a flower, a primrose pale, 
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The purple heather or the waving fern, 
Or hare-bell trembling on its stem so frail 
Grows in my path ; then memories quick return 
Of sunny days whose sun has long gone down, 
Of loved ones lost, of sorrows sadly borne, 
Of joyous hours, bright dreams and shadows thrown 
Adown life's vale, each rose has had its thorn. 
The flowers have faded, but their memory still 
Hangs, like their perfume, round each hallowed place 
Where once they grew, and still upon the hill 
Bright lights are glowing shed from Heaven's face. 
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| HE mingled roar that borne upon the wings 
Of the south wind, came floating from the 
town, 
Has died away ; high in the square tower swings 
The deep voiced bell, but faintly from it down 
To the dim street falls now its deadened peal ; 
The roll of wheels, the hurrying feet of men, 
The tramp of horses, all the sounds that steal 
Through the night air are dull, as is the fen 
That stagnant lies, or mountain tarn in shade. 
Silence broods o'er the icy fettered earth, 
Silence by gently falling snow-flakes made, 
Heralds of the fast coming Christmas mirth. 
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" A merry Christmas," lisps with laughing glee, 
The child all innocence and full of hope, 
Whose little clouds of sorrow quickly flee, 
Ere yet the showers of tears can downward slope. 
" A merry Christmas, full of dance and song, 
Merrier the more the glistening ice and snow," 
So in the pride of health and vigour strong, 
Shouts the blythe youth, his ruddy cheeks aglow. 
" A merry Christmas, fill up to the brim 
The sparkling wine that foams around the lip, 
Take the good cheer, and drink the health of him 
Who tastes earth's pleasures with no dainty sip." 
So, clothed in raiment warm and chinking gold 
In his deep pouch, the prosperous man cries out, 
Exults, whilst furs his sturdy limbs enfold, 
To breast the snow and hear the storm-wind shout. 
" A merry Christmas," roar out the mad crowd, 
Who sadden life by ever seeking mirth, 
Who drown the voice within by laughter loud, 
And centre all their hopes on this dull earth. 
Oh merry Christmas ! oft thy mirth is pain, 



H 



g8 Merry Christmas. 

Sorrow and death to those who feel thy hand ; 

The gentle ones of earth by thee are slain 

As thy sleet arrows hurtle o'er the land. 

The mother mourns the tender child that laughed 

Beneath the sunshine, 'mid the glowing flowers, 

A fairy creature, beauteous, that quaffed 

The perfumed air in the bright Summer hours. 

The husband weeps for her whose loving care 

Guarded his household, cheered him on his way ; 

The merry Christmas time, with chilling air, 

Has taken her from earth to brighter day. 

The youth aspiring and the maiden fair, 

Lured by the beauty of thy sparkling gems, 

Thy hoar frost and thy crystal pendants rare, 

Thy icy chains that the swift river stems, 

Hail thee with cheers and bring thee holly crowns- 

Thy subtle arrows enter with their breath, 

They see upon thy brow no threatening frowns, — 

Christmas ! thy merriment to them is death. 

Roll on, then, Christmas, into the deep gloom 

Of the thick clouds that hang around the past, 
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And let the earth arise as from a tomb, 
And break the fetters that have bound her fast 
Then joyous Spring with opening buds shall come, 
And Summer with its golden light and flowers, 
And song of birds and the gay wild bee's hum, 
And earth shall once again have merry hours. 
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CHRYSALIS enfolded in a leaf, 
Waited until the whispered summons came, 
That bore to it the promise of relief 
From its dull torpor, cast aside the shame 
Of idle sleep, and gave to it new life, 
When the sweet Spring shed flowers o'er the earth ; 
A life with ecstasy and beauty rife, 
And the sun glowed with fervour on its birth. 
On fairy wings it soared into the air, 
Flashing like emerald across the stream, 
Or rested on the lilies tall and fair, 
Its little day as beauteous as a dream. 
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A chrysalis a poet bad inclosed 

In a rich casket, hoping there to mark, 

As it lay velvet-cushioned and reposed, 

How it would burst from out its cerement dark, 

And rise a Psyche 'neath the Summer light 

The summons came and Psyche burst her shell — 

Why had she wings ? Around her darkest night 

And consciousness of being fettered fell. 

She struggled to be free and felt arise 

A yearning strange for something never seen ; 

To drink the air, to float into the skies, 

To flash across the sunbeam's dazzling sheen. 

Too late the poet oped the casket lid, 

Too late the air of Spring within it blew, 

Too late the sunshine glow into it slid, 

Too late there fell on it refreshing dew. 

With broken wings poor bruised Psyche lay, 

The white down on the silken cushion shed, 

Like a crushed genius waiting for the day, 

Bound in a tomb fit only for the dead. 






UNDER THE BEECHES. 




NDER the beeches, by the rippled lake, 
With wavelets golden sunlit o'er the weeds, 
Where the long grass the soft-breathed zephyrs shake, 
And stealthy pike dash 'mongst the bending reeds ; 

Under the beeches, by the lake-side road, 
Crossed by the knotted roots like cables strong, 
Where the arched branches cast their shadows broad, 
And flecks of sunshine dance the leaves among ; 

Under the beeches, silver birch and limes, 
That tossing, bending, interlacing make 
A fretted roof where bright-leaved ivy climbs, 
And o'er the lake the trembling shadows break ; 
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Mirrored upon its face the shadows deep, 
The yellow sunshine darting through the leaves, 
The clear blue skies that ever glancing peep 
Through the rich fretwork that the foliage weaves, 

A floor mosaic make, all rich with gems, 
Gold, lapis lazuli and emerald green, 
Encircled by the many-tinted stems 
Moss-wreathed and glowing in the Summer sheen. 

The dragon-fly flits o'er it like a flash 
Of light, that from a diamond sudden gleams, 
And all is still save but the distant plash 
Of the reed-hidden, overflowing streams. 

Come then to Newsham, with light tripping feet, 
Come, be the fairies glancing swift along 
The shady coverts of this sweet retreat, 
Come, be the fairies of the poet's song. 

Come to the beeches, where the wild flower grows, 
Under the leafy roof where soft air blows, 
Sheltered from noon-tide sun that fiercely glows, 
Come, where the lapping water shaded flows. 
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|NLY to dream, only to dream, 
That sunlit clouds are gold, 
That on the hill-side every stream 
That o'er grey rocks is rolled, 
Throws silver spray in the clear air, 
That every drop of dew 
Is a rich diamond clear and fair — 
From such a dream to know the true 

I would not wake, not I. 
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Only to dream, only to dream, 

That all the smiles that play 

Around her lips, and glancing beam 

From her bright eyes all day, 

Well from her heart like bubbling spring, 

That 'neath the Summer blue, 

Bursts through the heath where wild birds sing, — 

From such a dream to know the true 

I would not wake, not I. 

Only to dream, only to dream, 

That in that tender heart 

I have a place ; only to seem 

Of her life's joy a part ; 

Only to dream a loving glance 

From her sweet eyes deep blue 

Over my path like light may dance — 

From such a dream to know the true 

I would not wake, not I. 



THE PARTING SIGNAL OFF 
DISCO. 



" PW ARE WELL, and speedy may be your return ;" 

^£BI So floats the kindly signal from the mast, 
Where manly hearts towards their brethren yearn, 
And answering " Thanks " upon the breeze are cast 
Sail on, brave hearts, into the Stormy North, 
There honour waits you, not on blood-stained fields, 
Not where the roar of cannon thunders forth, 
Not where the foeman to the swift sword yields, 
Rut <m the white fields of untrodden snow, 
the dark sky, upon the darker wave, 
e ice-floe, where the Aurora's glow 
p the night that broods o'er nature's grave. 
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Fight 'gainst the storm that o'er the deep sea rides, 

Scatter the mists that o'er the headlands roll, 

Unveil the secrets that the glacier hides, 

And break the eternal silence of the Pole. 

And when the biting blast, the drifting snow, 

The crashing ice-floe, and the fog-banks grey, 

Press round you and the wan sun faint and low 

Sets in the sea and closes the long day, 

Then think of home and think of the dear hearts 

That long for you, that every night and morn 

Send up their love, and of the tear that starts 

With the deep prayer, " Oh God, grant their return." 

The signal's flying still. O'er sea and land 

Falls the thick mist and veils them from our sight, 

The North has claimed them and her icy hand 

Beckons them to the realms of snow and night. 

Brave hearts, for you in many an English home, 

Round Christmas hearths and where the yule logs burn, 

All the world o'er, wherever Britons roam, 

Will rise the prayer, Heaven grant your safe return. 
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|ADING away, fading away, 
Ere yet the page has turned ; 
The story sad, the picture gay, 
The thoughts that inly burned, 
The echo of the last glad song, 
The moan of bygone woe, 
The hopes that were deferred too long, 
Like dead flowers drooping low 

Fading away. 



Fading away, all fading fast, 
The dreams so golden-hued, 
Like sunset clouds when day is past, 
Like rose leaves wildly strewed 



JJew Year, i8j6. log 

By later Autumn's chilly air, 

Like colours in the bow * 

That tints the hill-tops clear and fair, 

And bathes the vallies low 

Fading^away. 



Fading away, through the dark sky, 
Lost in the starless night, 
From belfry and from grey tower high, 
With louvre-window dight, 
Die the last pulses of the peals 
That welcome the new year ; 
The old into the darkness steals ; 
Its joys, its hopes, its fears 

Fading away. 



Fading away, the dying creeds 
By priests and schoolmen made, 
The faith that leans on broken reeds, 
And feels the fetters laid 
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On minds and hearts by mystic forms 
That darken but the light ; 
A higher faith breaks through the storm, 
And brightens all the night 

That fades away. 



Fading away, the heavy gloom 
That long has clothed the earth ; 
Faith in the good, the true shall bloom, 
And with it the new birth 
Of faith in the Eternal One, 
Faith in his loving might ; 
Faith that the Victory will be won 
By those who seek the right, 

Never to fade away. 




SUMMER & WINTER SEAS. 




LIGHT breeze shoreward comes, and on the 
beach 

The crested wavelets gently curl and break, 
And to the shallow dimples silent reach 
On the smooth sand and pools and lakelets make. 
White clouds are slowly sailing o'er the skies 
That overspread with dome of blue the sea, 
That here in shade and there in radiance lies, 
As the cloud shadows o'er its bosom flee. 
On the high cliff the coast-guard with his glass, 
Looks out afar and scans the distant rim, 
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Where the soft clouds beyond the blue sea pass, 
And the pale sails are lost in vapours dim. 
Down on the shore the women and the bairns, 
Some mussel gathering, some in merry play 
Are piling on the sand in tiny cairns, 
Pebbles and shells, the next tide bears away. 
Out in the offing at her anchor rides 
A yacht, that like a swan the water sits, 
Her tall spars and her dark and shining sides, 
Reflected in the wave that past her flits. 
Soon she will hoist her white sail to the breeze, 
And steer for sunnier lands and bluer skies, 
The shores of Italy, the isles of Greece, 
And where the rapid swallow southward flies. 
The fisher boats run gaily out to sea, 
Their ruddy canvas in the bright sun glows ; 
The long, low steamer gliding swift and free, 
With foamy feather curling at her bows, 
Passes with open ports and awning white, 
Through which the balmy air is blowing sweet ; 
The graceful ships all snowy in the light, 
With clouds of sail and numerous as a fleet, 
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Are stretching out to lands that lie away, 
Some where the sun in golden splendour sets, 
And some to where we hail his morning ray, 
And some where ice the Arctic shore besets. 

So to the landsman, gazing from the shore, 
Appears the summer sea, all light and joy, 
He thinks not of the winter winds that roar, 
And cast the wild foam o'er the tossing buoy. 
Then the brown sea runs with a current strong, 
'Neath the tall cliffs and beats the yellow sand, 
That lifted by the wind drifts swift along, 
Like a low mist that hangs above the land. 
Tumbling o'er rocks where tangled sea-weed lies, 
The white-maned waves rush onward to the pier, 
O'er which the salt spray to the harbour flies, 
Falling in streamlets down its dark wall sheer. 
Hard times for fishers now, whose luggers lie 
Sheltered in harbour, and high on the beach 
Their cobles drawn, but now some bravely try 
O'er the dark waves the fishing bank to reach. 
Within the piers, among the clustered masts 
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Some sway, while strong arms shake the canvas out, 
Weather-worn faces look out to the blast, 
And lusty voices raise a cheery shout 
A brown tanned sail glides on with steady course, 
Toward the harbour mouth, where massy piers 
Face the wild waves and break their sullen force. 
And now with careful hand the helmsman steers, 
His keen eye watching for the white-topped waves ; 
Caught by the gale and inward rushing tide, 
The boat a moment scarce the two can brave, 
She trembles whilst the spray flies o'er her side. 
The sailor fears not, handled with all skill 
She rises o'er the foam, her bulging sail 
Wet with the salt sea, now the rough winds fill, 
And on she bounds before the sounding gale ; 
Her bowsprit one while pointing to the sky, 
Then plunging in the hissing water deep. 
To windward now she beats, and from her fly 
Volumes of spray as white waves past her sweep. 
The fitful gleams of pallid sunshine throw 
A lurid light on a great bank of cloud 
That looms in the horizon ; sea birds low 
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Sweep past on white wing and with screaming loud. 

Down goes the sun and the short day is done, 

Darkness and drifting snow fall o'er the sea ; 

The gale-urged boat far from the land has run, 

That the thick mist and snow hide on her lee. 

Fain would the fisherman now homeward steer, 

The blinding sleet beats in his peering eyes, 

The lighthouse far away, the lightship near 

Hid by the drift, no star gleams in the sky. 

Hard worked and watchful, drenched with the salt 

spray, 
Numbed with the cold, but bravely trusting still, 
Onward he steers and careful feels his way ; 
Courage and hope his sturdy bosom fill. 
Till through the dim mist and the arrowy sleet, 
The red light on the pier-head once more gleams. 
Then twinkling rays from cottage windows greet 
The hardy sailors with their welcome beams. 
Once more within the harbour, sails are furled, 
And while the chimneys roar and old vanes creak, 
And drifted weed far up the beach is whirled, 
The weary fishermen their glad homes seek. 
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Less fortunate are they, the seamen worn, 

Aboard the collier, a hard-faring crew, 

O'er the North Sea by wild gales roughly borne, 

Many their labours and their hands but few. 

Caught by the winter storm, their leaky barque 

Drives through the black night and the shrouding 

snow, 
To where the seaweed-bearded rocks jut dark, 
Or breakers foam over the sank-bank low. 
By Norway's coasts or past the Baltic shore, 
Where the grey sea moans 'neath a dreary sky, 
Where snow-cold blasts among the rigging roar, 
And the sails stiffen on the yard-arms high ; 
Where the salt spray with ice-plates sheathes the sides 
Of the dark ship, that o'er the darker wave 
1 With heavy cargo deeply laden rides, 
The toil-worn sailors and their skipper brave 
Watch, when the darkness falls, for friendly gleam 
From headland lighthouse or from lightship lone ; 
And in the long night comes to them a dream 
Of happy home, they listen to the tone 
Of fancied bells, that seems to them a chime 
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From the old church to welcome in the year, 

Or merry peal to hail the happy time 

That makes the youth and maid to each more dear. 

To them, alas ! there rings no happy peal, 

Only the tolling of the fog bell near ; 

While sadly through the night they darkly steal 

To rock-bound shores across the wild waves drear. 

No friendly light beams from the headland bold, 

No welcome home shall greet their ready ears ; 

The story of their fate shall ne'er be told, 

Only the missed ones shall be mourned with tears. 

Oh ! winter winds, shrink back into your caves, 

Oh ! icy arrows, sink into your sheath, 

Let the bright summer sun break o'er the waves, 

And the soft west wind o'er the glad earth breathe. 
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|ROM heaven's unmeasured fields of blue, 
The calm-eyed stars bend low 
To earth, where sparkling with the dew 
The flowers in beauty glow. 

The tender flowers from earth's green fields 
To heaven their bright eyes turn, 
And every blossom fragrance yields, 
Each censer incense burns. 

The stars have whispered to the flowers 
Heaven's messages of love, 
The flowers have listened through night's hours 
To music from above. 
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Bring then the flowers the night has decked 
With gems of glittering dew, 
Bright as the stars the lakes reflect, 
Placid, and deep, and blue. 

Bring here the flowers that all day long 
Gave beauty in the light, 
And listening to the starry song, 
Gave fragrance in the night 

Bring them as gifts to grace the shrine, 
Altar and chancel fair, 
With wreaths the columns to entwine, 
With perfume fill the air. 

Bring flowers where music's pulses beat, 
The anthem floats along, 
Let harmony of colour meet 
With harmony of song. 
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HAKEN from off the boughs, that swayed and 
tossed 

In the fierce gales that swept across the plain, 
Hurried o'er downs and shingly beach, then lost 
'Midst foam and wrack, and drifting o'er the main ; 
Or clustered in still nooks, or 'neath the hedge, 
Rustling with every breeze, the Autumn leaves 
Have long since past away, and the keen edge 
Of Winter's icy sword has reaped the sheaves 
Of waving sedge that fringed the river's bank. 
The arrowy hail, the frost and driving snow, 
Winter's stern army pressing rank on rank, 
Have chilled earth's heart and stayed the river's flow ; 
Death seems the conqueror to whom all bow. 
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Tis but a pause ; the ever-during strife 

Against annihilation never yields. 

Death is but rest, to give a stronger life, 

When Spring's warm airs come breathing o'er the fields. 

The snowy robe that mantled all the earth, 

Has slid down from the hills, melts in the vales, 

And swells the streams that glide on to the firth, 

Where sunlight whitens the far distant sails. 

Tenderly wreathing earth with welcome green, 

The slowly opening bud and grassy blade, 

The sunny gleams, the showers that fall between, 

Though frosts have chilled and Autumn leaves may 

fade, 
Show Life victorious over Death's dark shade. 
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[TAND on the hill at eve, and backward turn 
Over the pathway past a lingering gaze, 
Ere from the meadows rises the dim haze, 
Or in the depths of heaven the calm stars burn. 
Embattled towers stand watching o'er the plain, 
Banners are waving, nearer and more near 
The clarion call comes swelling on the ear, 
And Richard's hosts are in the field again. 
The white mist rolls between the river's banks, 
And round each buttress of the old bridge wreathes, 
The sighing night wind o'er it sadly breathes. 
Then Artemis shines midst the starry ranks, 
Until the rising sun lights up the dew, 
And Cephalus to Procris once again is true. 
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